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already made his acquaintance in the salles desjeux
at the jetty casino, where he gambled spasmodi-
cally with an expression of intense boredom. I
watched him now carefully wiping the bouillabaisse
from his dyed moustache. He was a gourmand
and, preoccupied with his food, he merely nodded
at me blandly between mouthfuls.
Then he began to speak.
"A happy family, m'seu," he announced, im-
patiently awaiting the entree.
I agreed with conviction while he sipped his
Beaujolais appreciatively.
"Some years ago there was great strife in this
maison, m'seu. It is a strange story. You may
permit me to recount the circumstances when I
have finished my food," he said, greedily eyeing
the dish which Perlette had placed before him.
"By all means," I answered encouragingly.
In the background I could see the Patronne con-
ducting a trio of American ladies to their table, a
crescent smile of satisfaction on her countenance,
her gait a rhythmical waddle. I could in no ways
.associate the phrase 'great strife' with the pleasant
domestic atmosphere of the 'Bonne Bouche.*
*                 *                 *
MADAME la Patronne (I learnt from the elderly
gentleman) was in the habit of taking a promenade
between the hours of three and five in the after-
noon. It was her custom then to buy a bag of
fondants and to stroll leisurely down the main
boulevards of the city. She seldom made any
purchases on these occasions (though, if she felt